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Fmc3tor^§  Garland 

A  PATHBTIO  eiSTOSY. 


Giving  an  account  of  an  English  Facfor  being  in  Turkey,  who 
ees  the  dead  body  of  a  Chiistiiin  l^ing  in  the  streeis,  and  refused 
mrial — .causes  the  body  to  be  interred.  On  gomg"  a  little  further, 
16  finds  a  beautiful  young  woman,  held  as  a  slave,  about  to  be 
itrangled— he  ransoms  her,  and  brings  her  to  England  as  hia  houi»e*- 
Iceeper.    The  young  vToman  turns  out  to^  be 

A  ForeigQ  Priocess  \ 

^he  Factor  cast  on  a  desolate  islanr^,  froiir  vvhicb  he  is  afterward* 
rescued  by  the  arrival  of  a  supernatural-looking  being  in  a  boat, 
ivho  is  found  out  to  be  the  Ghost  of  the  Christian,  whuse  burial  he 
had  obtained  in  Turkey.-^The  Factor  and  Princess  arrive  at  her 
Father's  court — their  reception,  marriage,  re-appearance  of  ihe 
Ghost,  and  other  jfyarticulars. 
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The  Factor's  Garland. 

Tune — "The  Wandering  Lady." 

 ■       K.. 

BEHOLD,  here's  a  ditty  that's  true,  and 
nojeft, 

;ioncerning  a  young  gentleaian,  in  the  eaft, 
/7ho,  by  his  great  gaming,  came  to  poverty, 
Vnd  afterwards  went  many  voyages  to  fea. 

3eing  well  educated,  and  one  of  great  wit, 
Three  merchants  of  London,  they  ail  thought 
it  fit, 

fo  make  him  their  captain  and  factor  alfo, 
(ind  for  them  to  Turkey  a  voyage  he  did  go. 

flind  walking  along  in  the  ftreets  there  he 
found  [ground ; 

A.  poor  man's  dead  carcafe  lying  on  the 
He  a(ked  the  reafon  what  made  it  there  lie  ? 
1  hen  one  of  the  natives  made  him  this  reply ^: 

This  man  was  a  Chriftian,  fir,  when  he  drew 
breath. 

But  the  duties  not  paid,  he  lies  above  earth. 
Why,  what  is  your  duty  ?  the  faflor  he  cried, 
[t  is  fifty  pounds,  fir,  the  Turk  he  replied. 

Ihat  is  a  great  fum,  faid  the  faftor  indeed  ; 
To  fee  him  lie  there  makes  my  heart  for  to 
bleed!— 
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So  then  by  this  factor  the  money  was  paid, !  c 
And  then  underground  the  dead  carcafe  waal  P 
laid. 

'  \t 

When  liaving  gone  farther  he  chanced  to  fpy 
A  beautiful  creature  juft  going  to  die—  [be, 
A  young  waiting  maiden,  who  ftrangled  njuft 
For  nothing  but  ftriking  a  Turkifli  lady* 

To  think  of  her  dying,  with  dread  fhe  was' 
fiird, 

And  rivers  of  tears,  then,  like  water  diftillM, 
Like  a  Uream  or  fountain  from  her  eyes  flow'd 
down  [ground. 
Her  red  rofy  cheeks,  and  from  thence  to  the 

Hearing  what  the  crime  was^  and  to  end  the 
ftrife,  ^  ^  [ture'slife? 

Said,  what  muft  I  give  for  this  young  crea-! 

The  anfwer  return'4  was  a  hundred  pound?,; 

The  which,  for  her  ranfom,  he  freely  paid 
down. 

-  •  1 

i: 

He  faid--*-Come^  fair  creature,  thy  weeping 
refrain,  [flain  5, 

And  be  of  good  comfort^-^thou  flbalt  not  he 
Behold,  I  have  purchased  a  pardon  for  thee/ 
Arid  now  wilt  thou  go  into  England  with  me  t 

She  cry-d,  Sir,  I  thank  you,  who  freed  mej 
from  death —  {breath,: 
Vm  bound  to  pray  for  you  as  ioiigf  asTve 
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md,  if  you  are  willing,  to  Kngland  Til  go, 
jid  due  refpect  to  you  till  death  I  will  {how* 

[e  brought  her  to  London,  where,  as  it  h 
faid, 

le  fet  up  houfekeeping,and  flie  wats  his  maid^ 
or  to  wait  upon  him — and,  finding  her  juft, 
S^ith  the  keys  of  his  riches  he  did  her  eiuruft^ 

X  length  this  young  factor  was  hirVl  once 
more  [which  roar, 

b  crofs  the  proud  wave?^  and  the  billows 
.ml  into  that  country  his  courfe  was  to  fteer, 
yhich  by  this  maid's  father  was  governM^ 
we  hear. 

eing  a  hot  country,  the  maid  did  prepare 
b  get  finelig^ht  robes  for  that  country  wear  ; 
[p  bought  a  fi'k  waiftcoat,  which,  as  it 
is  told,  Cg^^5^» 
lis  fervant-maid  flourifh'd  with  silver  und 

|he  hid  to  him,  MaRer,  I  do  underftand, 
i'ou  are  going  factor  into  fuch  a  land, 
Ind  if  you  that  prince's  court  do  enter  in^ 
1^  fure  that  you  let  this  flom^er'd  garment 
I        be  feen. 

[e  faid,  unto  that  prince's  court  I  muft  go, 
he  meaning  of  thy  words  I  long  for  to  know, 

I  [f,  I  muft  not  tell  you — there's  reafon  you'll 

I  '      find  : 

Irkh  that  he  replied,  I  v^ill  fulfil  thy  mind. 
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Then  away  he  failed,  and  came  to  the  port— j 
The  faftor  he  went  to  the  emperor's  court ; 
For  the  ufual  culicm  it  was  at  that  place. 
To  prefent  foniething  noble  unto  his  grace* 

This  gift  was  accepted,  and  as  he  flood  by. 
On  the  flowerM  garment  the  prince  caft  an  eyi 
^hich  caus'd  him  to  colour,  and  thus  he  die 
fay,  [I  pray 

Who  fiow'r^d  that  robe,  friend,  tell  me  now 

Pleafe  your  grace,  my  laft  voyage  was  intci 
Turkey, 

Where  1  law  a  creature  that  ftrangled  mufl  be 
lb  fave  her  life,  I  gave  an  hundred  pounds 
And  carry'd  her  with  me  to  fair  London  towi 

There  fhe's  my  houfekeeper  while  Vm  in  thi 
land,  '  I 

And  when  of  my  coming  ihe  did  underftand 
Sheflow^r'd  thisrobe,and  gave  charge  unto  m( 
To  let  it  be  feen  by  your  great  majelly. 

The  prince  cried.  Behold,  friend,  this  rob< 
that  1  wear,  j 
Is  of  the  fame  flower  and  fpot,  I  dare  (wear 
The  maid  wrought  them  both,  and  'tis  m] 
daughter  dear-—  [year! 
I  have  not  heard  from  her  tiSl  now  this  threi 
A  vifit  to  pay  to  a  neighbouring  prince, 
I  fent  her  by  ihip,  and  have  not  feen  her  fince! 
And  I  was  afraid  that  the  fsa  prov'd  her  gravfi 
•  But  to  Turkey,  I  hear,  (he  wa«  captured  a  flav4 


For  the  lofs  of  my  child,  who  I  thought  had 
been  dead, 

A.  well  full  of  tears  in   my   court  has 
been  flied  ; 

My  princefs,  her  mother,  for  her  could  not 
reft^  [her  breaft  i 

And  thoufands  of  fighs  her  groans  drew  from 

iVIoft  richly  the  (hip  fhallbe  laden  with  fpeed, 
A  vtfftl  rii  fend  for  thy  convoy  indeed. 
And  becaufe  that  thou  savedll  my  dear  daup[h- 
ter's  life,  [wife. 
Bring  her  alive  home,  and  Til  make  her  thy 

And  if  you  fliould  not  live  to  bring  her  to  me. 
The  man  that  home  brings  her,  his  bride 
i  (he  (hall  be, 

ftind  a  hundred  thoufand  a-year  he  (hall  have. 
Let  care  then  be  taken  my  child's  life  to  f a ve, 

they  fet  fail  to  return  to  fair  London  again. 
And  he  and  his  convoy  came  over  the  main, 
ji  the  Thames  fafe  arrived,  to  his  houfe  he 
did  go. 

And  gave  the  young  princefs  thefe  tidings 
[         to  know. 

:le  faid.  Noble  Lady,  Tve  good  news  to  tell, 
f  he  old  prince,  your  father,  and  mother,  are 
I  well  J  [fign'd, 

[And  your  noble  parents  this  thing  have  de* 
n  wedlock's  firm  bands  we  both  (hall  be 
I  join'd. 


Perhaps,  noble  lady,  you  will  not  be  free  < 
To  marry  a  perfon  fo  lowly  as  me  ? 
Sir,  were  you  a  beggar,  I  would  be  your  wifcr^ 
Becaufe,  when  juft  dying,  you  faved  my  life., 

I  ne'er  fliall  forget  that  great  token  of  love,  i 
Of  all  men  nov/  living,  1  prize  you  above  ;  | 
And,  fince  it's  fo  ordered,  I'm  pleafed,  I  vow, 
A  nd  giad  that  my  father  the  fame  doth  allow. 

Pray  fell  off  your  goods  that  you  have  now| 
in  (lore,  [poor, ' 

And  give  all  the  money  to  thofe  that  are 
And  let  us  be  tripping  with  fpeed  o'er  the 
main. 

For  I  long  to  fee  my  dear  parents  again.  j 

This  thing  was  foon  done*  and  (lie  failed  with 
joy,  ^  [voy; 
In  the  lame  fhip  her  father  had  fent  as  con- 
But  mark  what  was  acted  on  the  ocean  wide, 
To  deprive  the  good  factor  of  his  noble  bride;  ; 

The  captain  that  convoy 'd  him  over  the  deep. 
One  night,  when  the  faftor  was  in  a  found- ^ 

fleep,  [throw, 
Seiz*d  on  him,  and  quick  overboard  did  himr 
8aying,  now  1  fhall  have  this  fweet  creature^ 

1  know. 


There  happenM  to  be  a  fmall  ifland  at  hand  J 
To  which  Iwam  thefador,  as  f  uuderliand, 
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And  there  will  I  leave  him  fome  time  for  to 
mourn, 

And  unto  the  fliip  now  again  will  I  turn. 

Next  morning,  as  foon  as  the  day-light  did 
peep. 

He  wak'd  the  young  princefs  out  of  her  fieep. 
And  faid,  Noble  iady,  the  factor's  not  here. 
He's  faH'n  overboard,  and  is  drown'd,  I  do 
fear. 

To  hear  this  fad  news,  then,  her  eyes  they 
did  flow  ! 

He  faid,  Noble  lady,  now  fince  it  is  fo,  [be. 
There's  none  here  can  help  it — don't  troubled 
In  two  or  three  days  you  your  parents  fliall 
lee. 

And  when  that  fee  came  to  the  Icng-wife'd 
for  port,  [court, 
This  princels  went  weeping  to  her  father's 
[Who  gladly  receivM  her  with  joy  and  great 
j  mirth,  [from  death  ? 

Saying,  Where  is  the  man  that  freed  you 

The  captain  replied,  as  we  lay  faft  afleep, 
iHe  fell  overboardj  and  was  drown'd  ia  the 
deep :  [bring, 
i  Your  Grace  faid,  the  man  that  home  did  her 
Should  have  her,  and  hope  you*ll  perform 
I  the  f^me  thing. 

Yes,  that  was  my  promife,  the  prince  he  re« 
plied —  [his  bride? 

What  fay'ft  thou,  my  daughter,  wilt  thou  be 
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She  faid,  Yes,  dear  father,  but  firft,  if  yoM 
pleafe,  C^^iyi 
For  him  that  my  life  fav*d  Til  mourn  fortj 

Then  into  clofe  mourning  the  lady  flie  went 
The  lofsof  her  good  friend  in  tears  to  lament 
And  there  I  will  leave  her  to  mourn  for  s 
while. 

And  turn  to  the  factor  who's  left  on  the  ifle 

In  this  defert  ifland  the  factor  he  lay, 
In  floods  of  tears  weeping  a  night  and  a  day 
At  length,  on  the  ocean,  appeared  to  his  view 
A  little  old  man  paddling  in  a  canoe. 

The  factor  callM  to  him,  which  caus'd  hie 
to  flay< —  [fa| 

The  old  man  drawing  neai  to  the  factor  dii 

Friend,  how  cam*ft  thou  here  ? — then  wit! 
eyes  that  did  flow,  [j(< 

He  told  him  his  fecrets,  and  where  he  woul 

The  old  man  faid  to  him,  if  here  thou  doft  li( 
In  grief  and  great  forrow  in  fhort  time  thou'!] 
die,  [g^idei 
What  wilt  thou  give,  and  to  court  Til  the 
I  have  nothing  to  give  you,  the  factor  repliec 

If  thou  wilt  but  promife,  and  be  true  to  m( 
To  give  me  the  firft  babe  that's  born  unt 
thee,  j  thee  brings 

When  thirty  months  old,  to  that  court  Tj 
1  will  not  releafe  you  without  the  fame  thin  ^ 
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The  factor  considered  that  they  would  cause 

And  without  It  for  him  there  was  no  relief ; 
He  cried,  Life  is  sweet,  and  my  life  for  to  save. 
Carry  me  to  the  palace — your  will  you  shall 
have. 

So  then  to  the  court  he  was  carried,  and 
when 

He  came  under  the  gate,  he  his  lady  saw  then 
Looking  out  at  her  window,  who  seeing  hitn 
there. 

From  sorrow  to  joy  transported  she  were. 

He  unto  the  court  with  great  joy  was  receivM 
Where  the  lady  met  him,  who  for  him  had 
griev'd,  [Jear, 
She  said,  My  sweet  jewel,  my  joy,  and  .ny 

0  where  have  you  tarried — pray  let  me 

now  hear. 

Where  he  so  long  tarried  he  then  did  relate. 
And  by  what  means  he  came  to  her  father's 
gate; 

He  faid,  I  was  caft  overboard  in  my  fleep, 

1  think  'twas  the  captain  threw  me  in  the 

deep- 

With  that  the  captain  was  fent  for  with  fpeed. 
And  hearing  the  factor  was  come  there  in* 
deed, 

To  (how  himself  guilty,  like  a  cruel  knave^ 
Leapt  into  the  ocean,  which  proved  his  grave. 
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N<xt  day,  wvh  great  triumph  and  joy,  a 
we  finJ, 

This  factor  and  lady  in  marriage  were  join* 
And  within  the  comp  fs  and  fpace  of  tw 
years, 

They  had  a  fine  fon  and  a  daughter,  we  heat 

The  fon  \ias  firft  born,  a  perfect  beauty, 

Mid  was  beioy'd  of  the  whole  family  : 
When  thirty  ironths  old,  came  that  man  fd 
his  chiid, 

Who  reieasM  the  f.ither  from  the  desert  Ifle 

When  the  factor  faw  him,  his  eyes  they  di| 

flow. 

Then  he  gave  his  wife  and  her  parents  tc 
know,  [lii 
He  was  forced  to  make  him  that  promise  bi 
in  the  defert  til!  he  with  hunger  did  die. 

With  a  grimly  look,  then,  this  old  man  ap 

pears. 

Which  made  the  court  tremble,  and  filiN 

them  with  fears, 
Cryiog,  What  ihali  we  do^  for  this  h  no  man 
He  will  have  our  darling,  do  all  what  we  can 

He  faid,  *tvi^as  my  promise,  and  Til  have  m; 

due,  [y^^l 
There  is  one  babe  for  me  and  another  fb 
I  vn\i  have  your  first-born,  come  giv2  it  ti 

me  l-^ 

With  that  all  the  family  wept  bitterly  !  , 
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The  babe's  mother  cried,  I  am  gritvM  to  the 
heart. 

To  think  I  with  fuch  a  dear  infant  muft  part. 
To  one  that  will  carry  it  the  Lord  knows 
where. 

And  perhaps  in  pieces  my  darling  will  tear  ! 

With  that  {he  embraced  it^  and  down  the 

tears  feli. 

And  having  oft  kifs'd  it,  (he  bade  it  farewell. 
Saying,  'tis  for  the  fake  of  my  hufband  and  I, 
We  part  with  oyr  firfl-born^  though  for  it 
we  die. 

So  then  this  giim  ghofl:  to  her  hufband  did  fay, 
Sir,  do  you  remember,  in  1  urkey  one  day. 
You  faw  a  dead  body  lying  on  the  ground. 
And  to  have  it  bury'd  you  gave  fifty  pounds. 

Sir,  I  am  the  fpirit  of  that  dead  body, 

1  faved  your  life  for  that  act  done  to  me  ; 

You  may  keep  your  child— ^fo  the  Lord  blefs 

you  all- 
Then  away  he  vanifixed  out  of  the  halK 

I  Being  gone,  the  old  prince,  and  the  princefs 
likewise,  feyes. 
The  babe's  tender  parents,  with  tears  in  their 
With  joy  they  embraced  the  darling,  their 
fon,  [undone. 
Crying)  Child,  hadst  thou  left  us,  we  had  been 
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Now  I^li  leave  the  court  full  of  joy  and  much 
mirth,  [breath : 

To  love  one  another  while  God  gives  them  { 
And  now  on  the  factor  we  may  see  indeed, 
No  one  can  prevent  what  the  fates  have] 
decreed.  j 


NOTE. — The  foregoing  highly  entertaining  o'd  Bal- 
lad was  formerly  in  great  circulation  in  this  part  of  the 
country.  It  was  published  by  Mr.  John  White,  of  the 
Courant  office  here,  about  a  hundred  years  ago;  and 
afterwards  by  his  successor,  Mr.  T.  Saint. — The  writer 
of  this  note  recollects  of  some  old  persons  who  could 
sing  The  Factor's  Garland  from  beginning  to 
end — and  has  seen  it  in  a  Collection  of  Songs,  printed 
at  London  in  the  year  1738.  The  intrinsic  merit  and 
interest  of  this  piece,  (which  will  be  conspicuous  to 
most  readers)  may  be  admitted  as  a  sufficient  apology  for 
its  re-publication. 
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THE 


TRAGEDY 

Sir  James  the  Mos 

— -<«>N^K*o- — 

OF  all  the  Scottifti  northern  chiefs. 
Of  high  and  mighty  name. 
The  braveft  was  Sir  James  the  Roie, 
A  knight  oi  meikie  fame. 

His  growth  was  like  a  youthful  oak, 
That  crowns  the  mountain's  brow  ; 

And  waving  o'er  his  flioulders  broad, 
His  locks  of  yellow  flew. 

Wide  were  his  fields  ;  his  herds  were  large^ 

And  large  his  flocks  of  fheep  ; 
And  numerous  were  his  goats  and  deer, 

Upon  the  mountain  fteep. 

The  chieftain  of  the  good  Clan  Rofe, 

A  firm  and  warlike  band  j 
Five  hundred  warriors  drew  the  fword, 

Beneath  his  high  command. 


In  bloody  fig^^j^ice  had  he  flood, 

Againft  the  Ei^glifli  keen  : 
Ere  two  and  tw^tity  opening  fprings 

I  he  blooming'  youth  had  (een. 

The  fiir  Matilda  dear  he  lovM, 

A  maid  of  beauty  rare, 
E'en  Margaret  on  the  bcottifh  throne 

Was  never  half  fo  fiir. 

Long  had  he  woo'd,  long  file  refused. 
With  feemingfcnrn  and  pride  ; 

Yet  oft  her  eyes  confess^  the  love 
Her  fearful  words  deny'd. 

At  length  ftie  ble fs*d  her  well-try'd  love, 

Allow'd  his  tender  daiin  : 
She  vow*d  to  bim  her  virgin  hearty 

And  own'd  an  equal  flame. 

Her  father,  Buchan's  cruel  U^rd, 

Their  pafsion  difapprov'd  : 
He  bade  her  wed  Sir  John  the  Gssc  tie, 

And  leave  the  youth  (he  lov'd  — 

One  night  they  met,  as  they  were  wont. 

Deep  in  a  Oiady  wood  ; 
Where  on  the  bank,  belide  the  burn, 

A  blooming  faugh-tree  ftood- 

Conceard  among  the  underwood. 
The  crafty  Djuald  by  ) 
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rhe  brother  of  Sir  John  the  GrasmCj 
To  watch  what  they  might  fay  : 

When  thus  the  maid  began  :  My  fire 

Our  paflion  disapproves*— 
3e  bids  me  wed  Sir  John  the  Gr^me, 

So  here  muft  end  our  loves* 

V4y  father's  will  mufl:  be  obeyM — - 
Nought  boots  me  to  withftand  ; 

5ome  fairer  maid,  in  beauty's  bloom, 
Shall  blefs  thee  with  her  hand. 

5oon  wU!  Matilda  be  forgof, 
And  from  thy  mind  efFacM  ; 

But  may  that  happinefs  be  thine. 
Which  I  can  never  tafte, 

IVhat  do  I  heir !  is  this  the  vow  ? 

Sir  James  the  Rofe  replied, 
And  will  Matilda  wed  the  Grssme, 

Though  fworn  to  be  my  bride  ? 

His  fword  fhall  fooner  pierce  my  heart, 
Then  reave  me  of  thy  charms — 

And  clafp'd  her  to  his  throbbing  breaft, 
Faft  lock'd  within  her  arms. 

[  fpcke  to  try  thy  love,  (he  faid, 
I'll  ne'er  wed  man  but  thee  : 

rhe  grave  lhali  be  my  bridal  bed. 
If  Gr2f  me  my  husband  be. 


Take  then,  dear  youth,  this  faithful  kifs, 

In  witncfs  of  my  troth  ; 
And  every  plague  become  my  lot, 

That  day  I  break  my  oath  ! — 

They  parted  thus — the  fun  was  fet ; 

Up  hafty  Donald  flies  ; 
And,  Turn  thee !  turn  thee !  beardlefs  youth. 

He  loud  infulting  cries. 

Soon  turn'd  about  the  fearlefs  chief, 

And  foon  his  sword  he  drew  ; 
For  Donald's  fword  before  his  breaft^ 

Had  pierc*d  his  tartan  through. 

This  for  my  brother's  flighted  love  j 

His  wrongs  flt  on  my  arm — 
Ihree  paces  back  the  youth  retir'd. 

And  fav'd  himfelf  from  harm. 

Returning  fwift,  his  fword  he  rearM, 

Fierce  Donald'  head  above ; 
And  through  the  brain  and  crafliing  bone. 

The  furious  weapon  drove. 

Life  iflued  at  the  wound  ;  he  fell, 

A  lump  of  lifelefs  clay  : 
So  fall  my  foes!  quoth  valiant  Rofe, 

And  ftately  ftrode  away.  ] 

Through  the  green  wood  in  haftc  he  p&Is'di 
Unto  Lord  Buchan*  hall  j 
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Beneath  Matilda's  window  flood, 
And  thus  on  her  did  call : 

Art  thou  afleep,  Matilda  dear  ? 

Awake !  my  love,  awake ! 
Behold,  thy  lover  waits  without, 

A  lorg  farewell  to  take  : 

For  I  have  flain  fierce  Donald  Gv^cme^ 
His  blood  is  on  my  fword  ;  « 

And,  far,  far  diftant  are  my  men, 
Nor  can  defend  their  lord. 

To  Skye  I  will  dh^ect  my  flight, 
Where  my  brave  brothers  bide  j 

And  raife  the  mighty  of  the  ifles 
To  combat  on  my  fide»— 

O !  do  not  fo,  the  maid  replied, 
With  me  till  morning  ftay  ; 

For  dark  and  dreary  is  the  night. 
And  dangerous  is  the  way. 

All  night  I'll  watch  thee  in  the  park ; 

My  faithful  page  Til  fend 
In  hafte  to  raife  the  brave  Clan  Rofe, 

Their  mafter  to  defend. 

He  laid  him  down  beneath  a  bufli. 
And  wrapp'd  him  in  his  plaid. 

While  trembling  for  her  lover's  fate, 
At  diftance  ftood  the  miid. 
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Swift  nn  the  page  o'er  hill  and  dale, 

Tiil  in  a  lowly  glen. 
He  met  the  furious  Sir  John  Graeme, 

With  twenty  of  his  men. 

Where  goeft  thou,  little  page,  he  faid. 

So  late  who  did  thee  fend  ? 
I  go  to  raife  the  brave  Clan  Rofe, 

Their  o^iafter  to  defend : 

For  he  has  slain  fierce  Donald  Graeme, 

His  blood  is  on  his  fword. 
And  fsr,  far  diftant  are  his  men  j 

Nor  can  affift  their  lord. — 

And  has  he  flain  my  brother  dear  ? 

The  furious  chief  replies, 
Diflionour  blaft  my  name !  but  he, 

By  me  ere  morning  dies. 

Say,  page,  where  is  Sir  James  the  Rofe  ? 

I  will  thee  well  reward- 
He  sleeps  into  Lord  Buchan's  pirk ; 

Matilda  is  his  guard. 

They  fpurrM  their  fteeds  and  furious  flew, 

Like  lightning  o*er  the  lea  : 
They  reached  Lord  Buchan's  lofty  towVs, 

By  dawning  of  the  day. 

Matilda  flood  without  the  gate, 
Upon  a  riling  ground. 
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And  watch'd  each  object  In  the  down. 
All  ear  to  every  found. 

Where  lleeps  the  Rofe  ?  began  the  Graeme, 

Or  has  the  fdon  fled  ? 
This  hand  fliall  lay  the  wretch  on  earth. 

By  whom  my  brother  bled. 

And  now  the  valiant  Knight  awake, 

The  virgin  fhrieUng  he^rd  ; 
Straight  up  he  role  and  drew  his  f^^ord, 

When  the  fierce  band  appeared. 

four  fv^^ord  lall  night  my  brother  sleWj^ 

But  deeds  approve  the  man  : 
5et  by  your  band,  and  hand  to  hand, 

We'll  try  what  valour  can. 

four  words  are  brave^  the  chief  returnMs 

But  deeds  approve  the  man  2 
Jet  by  your  men,  ^nd  hand  to  hand, 

We'll  try  what  valour  can. 

tVith  dauntlefs  ftep  he  forward  ftrode. 

And  d^ir'd  him  to  the  fight  : 
The  Grasme  gave  back,  and  fear'd  his  arm, 

For  well  he  knew  bis  might. 

Four  of  his  men,  the  bravefl:  four, 
Sunk  down  b(^eath  bis  fword  ; 

i3ut  ftill  he  fcorn'd  the  poor  revenge, 
And  fought  tb@ir  bitighty  .^Drd* 


22 


Behind  him  bafely  came  the  Graeme, 
And  pierc'd  him  in  the  fide  ; 

Out  fpouting  came  the  purple  ftream. 
And  all  his  tartans  dyed* 

But  yet  his  hand  dropped  not  the  fword 
Nor  funk  he  to  the  ground, 

Tiil  through  his  enemies'  heart  the  fteel 
Had  forc'd  a  mortal  wound. 

Graeme,  like  a  tree  by  wind  overthrown. 

Fell  breathlefs  on  the  clay  ; 
And  down  befide  him  funk  the  Rofe, 

And  faint  and  dying  lay. 

Matilda  faw,  and  faft  (he  ran, 

O,  fpare  his  life  !  (he  cried. 
Lord  Buchan's  daughter  begs  his  life. 

Let  her  not  be  denied  ! 

Her  well-known  voice  the  hero  heard. 
He  rais'd  his  death-clos'd  eyes. 

He  fix'd  them  on  the  weeping  maid, 
And  weakly  thus  replies 

In  vain  Matilda  begs  a  life, 

By  death*s  arreft  deny'd  j 
My  race  is  run — adieu  !  my  love  ; 

Then  clos'd  his  eye6  and  died. 


The  fword  yet  warni^  from  his  left  fide, 

With  frantic  hand  (he  drew, 
I  conie,  Sir  Janies  the  Rofe,  Che  cried^ 

I  come  to  follow  you ! 

rhe  hilt  (he  leanM  againft  the  ground. 
And  bar'd  her  fnowy  breaft  ; 

rhen  fell  upon  her  lover's  face, 
And  funk  to  endlefs  reft. 


NOTE.  When  Dr.  Percy  wrote  *The  Hermit  o 

ft^arkwortb,'  he  must  have  had  this  beautiful  Ballad 
n  his  eye :  the  close  imitation  in  many  passages  leaves 
ittle  doubt  of  this,  as  may  be  easily  demonstrated  by 
s<>mparing  the  two  productions. 
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